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SLOPER AT COWENT GARDEN. 

“ Although everyone knows that Sir Augustus Harris was prevented by ill-health from attending the first of his Carnival Bulls, the fact that to Poor Pa 
was deputed the task of bossing the ceremonies on the occasion in question has been kept secret. Of course, as usual, he upset everything. Instead of attending 
to the comforts of the guests, he was evidently under the impression that he had been especially laid on to entertain them with a display of his own dancing 
abilities. His Highland Fling might have passed muster, but his solo on the bagpipes was too much for the spectators, who fled from the theatre.” —Tootsiz. 


MATRIMONIAL MARTYRDOM.—(Feminine Point of View.) A GHOST ON HORSEBACK. 


—_—— 


THE life of Patrick O'Brien, who was hanged on April 
30th, 1689, may as well be told as nearly as possible in the 
words of his original biographer, 

Patrick came over to England and enlisted in the Cold- 
stream Guards. He was, however, not so dexterous in the 
use of arms as in the procure of all manner of vice. He 
first ran into debt at all the public-houses and shops that 
would trust him, then borrowed from everybody as long as 
anyone could be found to believe in him. 

Vhen fraud failed, he had recourse to force. Doctor 
Clewer, Rector of Croydon, was the first whom he attacked, 
This man had been, in his youth, tried at the Old Bailey 
and burnt in the hand for stealing a silver cup. Alluding 
to this, Patrick said the Doctor could not refuse to helpa 
brother rogue, but the Doctor swore he had not a single 
farthing. “Then,” said Pat, “TP imust have vour gown, sir.” 
“Tf youcan win it,” replied the Doctor; “but let me have 
the chance of a game of cards,” and the parson producing a 
pack, they sat down by the roadside and played till the 
gown was lost. 

One day Pat attacked a famous posture-master and com- 
manded him to stand and deliver, but the harlequin instantly 

umped over his head, and Pat, supposing him to be the 
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her coach, and said, “I know you to be a charitable woman, so I 
make bold to ask you for n little money, though | never had the 
honour of serving you. However, if any opportunity shall ever 
fall in my way, I shall not be ungrateful,” on which Nell made him 
a present of ten guineas, and he went off in quest of fresh plunder. 

Shortly afterwards, O’Brien was arrested and executed in 
Gloucester ; but after he had hung the usuai time, his body was 
cut down and given to his friends, who, finding it move, sent out 
for a surgeon, who restored him to life. In spite of what he had 
gone through, he soon again took to the road, and about a year 
after his execution, met and stopped the very person for robbing 
whom he had suffered. The gentleman's consternation may 
imagined, “How is this?” he gasped. “I thought you were 
hanged.” “ And that [ am only my own ghost,” responded O'Brien. 
“ However, lest you should be so uncivil as to try to have that 
hanged, too, 1 think it my best way to secure you.” oye this, 
Pat discharged a pistol through the gentleman's head, and, alight- 
ing from his horse, cut his body in pieces with his hanger. 

This barbarity was followed by a greater. O’Brien, accom: 
by four others, attacked the house of Launcelot Wilmot, Esq., of 
Wiltshire, entered and bound all the servants. Then they went up 
to the gentleman's bedroom and bound him and his wife. They 
next proceeded to the bed-chamber of the daughter, whom they 
stabbed to the heart, and, returning, butchered the old people and 
rifled the house to the value of £2500, 

This miscreant contin his depredations for two years longer, 
until one of his accomplices confessed his crimes, and gave inform- 
ation respecting all those who had been associated with him. In 
consequence, O'Brien was seized in his lodgings in Little Suffolk 
pies ped conveyed to Salisbury, where he was tried and con- 

lemned, 

He was a second time executed, and to prevent another resusci- 
tation, was hung in chains. 

For 2 curious account of a woman who was hanged first and 
married afterwards, see No. 211 of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Hatr-Houtl- 
pay.” 

° e e * * e 
LAITEST FROM THE STONIBROKERS. 

i. amm in bedd verri badd, an expec too di, 

thatt boi avv dunn me a misscheef, 

billium iss 2 kowerd an a theef. 

mai e meat is doom. 

(Newt week,“ The Name in the Shoe.” J 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


°° Comsepoaie wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope lay enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Possibly, A Two YEARS’ READER ; Not at present though, we're 
sure. Nothing of the sort you mention, TIB. would ever make a 
cure, Once or twice, we fancy, JERRY. Glad to hear it, ARTHUR 
HALL. Very sorry, JESS, we cannot ; They're not in our way at 
all. Rather funny, J.G. Basson, Only somewhat out of date. 
Yes, of course you could, INVESTMENT, At the ordinary rate. 
Larks! you mean, A FOREIGN READER ; "Tis a wondrous ha'porth 
tuo. Not at all, ANOTHER FELLOW ; What's it matter if they do? 


—— 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of -kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall pape to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the Unitea Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’8 HALF- 
Houipay ” be Seena upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLIDAy” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


After the Football Match. 
She, But I thought you said the game was all over? 
He. So it is. 
She, Then what are all those pam running after that man for? 
He. Oh! that’s only the referee making his escape from the 
losers, that’s all. +. 


Snipper. Is Chumley a domesticated man? 
Snapper. 1 should think so, indeed! Why, he married his 
cook ! *,* 


“Do you love me, Flossie, darling? and may | press my lips to 
that exotic loveliness?" ° Well, Alfred, if you must get a-kissin 
of me, just take the bally job on behind my left ear, ‘cause then it 
won't show if the powder comes off.” 

as ¢ 


s 
Poor Jones! when Susie Smith refused 
To be his blushing bride, 
Took poison straight. The jury state 
That it was Suc-icide. 
ig 
Man (ina hurry), Out of the way, fool. 
Man (not ina hurry). Who are you callin’ fool? I'll punch your 


ead. 

Man (ina hurry). Ain't youn fool? 

Man (not ina hurry). Noy t nin't! 

Man (ina hurry). Then it couldn't have been you I was a-speak- 
in’ to, so don't take no notice. +. 


He. That man standing over there’s an actor, I’ll bet a sovereign. 

She. Wow can you tell?—by his clean shaven face? 

He. No; by his down-at-heel boots. 

. 
s 

Louse is a awect girl, though she does run it a bit close on the 
lanky lay. It is rather hard on her part icular bloke. because she’s 
not only tall, but nervous, and can’t keep atill on her pegs. When 
he wants to kiss her quite comfortable, he has to smear a hassock 
with liquid glue, so as to give the right height and stability, and 
even then he only succeeds sometimes in licking the Bloom of 
Ninon off the end of her sparkling chin. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 613.—The “Copernicus " Costume. 


Yaar ono Puriny gare! 
Conru sion! 


(gn 


a a Ph 


Grand ideat Why not in- 
fate the chests of our noble 
defenders, instead of padding 
them? Great saving in ex- 
pense and weight. 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY COMMUNI- 
CATED. No. 9.—Often-Back. 


Old Gent. So, sir, wish to become my son-in-law ? 
Alfred. Yes, sir, if you think you can afford it. 


“Pa, who is light-weight cham- 
pion?” “Any coal merchant, Jack.” 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Pigorellas. 


BSP. 


i [Saturday, February 24, 1894. 


Widow. We shall bury poor, dear George on Saturday. Will you 
come to the funeral ? 
al baent-minded Friend, Oh! with pleasure. 
Widow, Sir-r-r! 
Absent-minded Friend. 1 mean I shall be sorry—that is, de- 
lighted. Oh, hang it all! I don't know what I do mean. 
ss 
2 
LusHInaton received a nasty knock the other day, which he 
won't hear the last of for some time to come. He met one of thoxe 
excellent imitations of the Eminent which are to be seen on the 
stage, and remarked, “ You fellows always seem to make up 80 28 
to look soaked in booze.” “Yes, governor, that's quite right,” 
replied the counterfeit Ally Sloper; “and it I'd only got a mug 
like yours, I could get double salary.” 
ss 


s 
1 sENT the wife to pay the rates 
On our domestic cot ; 
She passed a clearance sale ex route, 
And blewed the blessed lot. 
ss 
s 
She, Do you mind if I ask you not to smoke to-night, Jack? 
: me yen no, of course not! But I thought you iked tobacco, 
e 
‘She. So 1 do; but Fido isn't very well to-day, and I think it 
might upset him, perhaps. *\¢ 


Uncle Wooden-Legs. Vil never stay at that confounded hotel 
again, dash me if I will! It’s a swindle, a downright swindle! 
that’s what it is. 

Nephew. What's the matter, uncle? Did they try and do you 
at ts Waede Legs. Do bo: Why, th ly had 
nele Wooden-Legs. me, my boy! y, they actually 
the confounded impudence to charge me for bvot-cleaning. 

ss 


s 
A MAN is known by the sort of company he kee till more so 
by the Limited Liability open that keeps him. There is nothing 
like promoting fellowship excepting promoting a bad com- 
pany—when you happen to be an accountant. 
es 


s 
Host ( proudly). Let me tell you, my boy, that this champagne 
—but thors, 1 nena’ say more ; good cine needs no bush. me 
Candid Guest. No, there's quite enough of the bush about it— 


gooseberry bush. oe 


Robinson. I hope you won't mind my refusing you, old man, but 
I've heard that you don't meet your bills. 
Hardupp. \t isn't true, worse luck! I meet ‘em every where, and 


my creditors, too, confound ‘em, ‘ 


s 
Jones, 1 say, look there, there’s Chump drinking champagne! 
What does it mean? 
Smith, Why, he's managed to buy a diamond ring on tick, anil 
now he’s trying to live up to it, S 
s 
THE most fragile beauty that SLOPER ever came across, was the 
delicate darling whose spinal vertebra was broken simply because 
her young man blew a kiss at her. 
se 


s 
You may call a girl a kitten 
If you be a to be smitten 
With her charms o and figure, voice and that ; 
But you just hear what she'll say, 
If she overhears one day 
When you happen to allude to her as “ Cat.” 
ss 
s 

Wife. You promised me er when you went to the club, 
that you wouldn't be later than twelve. 

Husband (with a head), Well, my dear, I wasn't later. I couldn't 
be—as a matter of fact, it was three o'clock when I got home, and 
if that isn’t earlier than twelve, 1’m a Dutchman. 

ss 


* 
She. Where was it Captain Larker said he saw a sea-serpent - 
off where? é 
He. | forget now, but I should say off rum and water. 
te 


THERE are many stages of ooflessness. A poor Johnnie we 
know in Fleet Street is so hard up that he can't afford to buy half 
a quire of sermon-papers, but does his “copy” on the back of 
County Court writs and unreceipted laundress's bills. Stoney? I 
should think so! *\° 


First Man. Can your wife cook ? 
‘Second Man. Yes, alittle; but her efforts lack variety. 
First Man. How do you mean? 
Sccond Man. She eakes a hash of everything. 
L ad 


2 j 
Lottie. Just look at this diamond necklace Charlie D'Ootless 
gave me last night. 
Pebblebeach. Oh, yes; splendid. 1 must get him to introduce 


me. 
Lottie. To his jeweller? 
Pebblebeach. No, his money-lender. 
es 


om 
ScENE—Prison Yard. Exercise Time. 
First Broad Arrow Wearcr (in a whisper). Say, mate, wot are 
you in for? 
‘Second Broad Arrow Wearer. Arson. Wot are you? 
First Broad Arrow Wearer. Arson-ic. Tried to poison me oll 
woman—cuss ‘er ! *,° 


Po, er, fomne Fastleigh has rather a ready wit, hasn't he, don’t 
‘ou thin 
‘ Friend. Reddy, do you call it? I call it bluey, if you ask me. 
ss 


s 
As home you toddle late at night 
From some delightful spree, 
"Tis keyholes, keyholes all arourd, 
But none to fit the key. 
ee 


s 
Tom. Poor old Chneene looks awfully cut up. 
re = ae Yes; he h by telegraph t his mother-in-law was 
lead. 
Jom. But surely that didn't— 
Dick. Ay ; but it wasn’t true. Somebody played him a hoax. 
2 
s 
“UnpeER what circumstances do you think, my dears,” said the 
Board teacher, to the scholars of the | eeny information class— 
* under what circumstances, my loves, do you make up. Ge minds 
most quickly ?” Then there was a deadiy pause, until one blue- 
eyed nipper of eleven held up his hand and said, * Well, Miss, ifyou 
was to sit down on a three-inch, black, glass-headed pin, I think 
you'd make up your mind quickly enough not to stay there the 
whole afternoon. Wouldn't you, teacher, dear?” 


— 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 
Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 


CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, February 24, 184.) 
TOOTSIE PATTE EN L’AIR. 


Iv music-hall artistes are not imitative th 
now that Nini Patte en l'Air is at the Pike we eur erin ‘ 
find a big crop of 
tall-kickers and toe- 
curlers at the other 


ugh. 

Nellie Hikiks, and 
yours truly try a 
turn somewhere 
with a can-can 
@Enfer? We're 
ing, anyhow. 

In an interview 
with Nini, reported 
in Mr. Jerome's 


“Noone but myself 

Rose Sylvester, can es hee 

i movement withou 

falling back on their heads; and yet I have some Seotaintag 

pu pane of all kinds—even ladies belonging to the fashion- 

able world. It amuses them and enables them to astonish their 
friends when they are giving a little party.” 

a have different opinions as to ballets and ballet 

4 dancers. e Rev. Stewart Headlam says, “As Milton differs 

from Herrick, Walt Whitman from Lon fellow, Shelley from 

Tennyson, so may dancers and ballets differ in their style and 

motive, and yet all be artistic and works of art. Let us treat its 

ecrnemite with the respect and esteem due to those who work 


to please us, and 
than he halle GEES. the ballet of the future will be even better 


day.” 1 was sitting a 
few nights ago in the 
stalls of Drury Lane 
just in front of a 
clergyman and his 
wife, and when the 
fair savages came 
on the clergyman'’s 
wife exclaimed, 
“Poor creatures! 
What a humiliating 
way of earning a liv- 
ing!” Theclergyman 
did not give an 
onthe t of 
e engagement ot 
Nini Patte en_1’Air, 
Tenebreuse, glan- 
tine, and Epis d'Or at 
the Palace was a 
bright idea of my old 
friend Charles 
Morton, and ought to 
cram the house for 
many nights to come. 
The Palace _ pro- 
gramme just now 
contains some 
highly attractive 
items, The Spi 
and the Fly still goes 
strong and well 
Mdlle, nea still re- 
fuses to walk into the 
spider's little parlour. 
As the Mouche d'Or, nea is as pretty and attractive as ever. 
The Fair Equestrienne is a very bright and clever little sketch, 
of which this is the story: Lord Loftus—no relation to Kitty or 
| Cissie—is engaged to be married to another Kitty—Lady Kitty 
\ Clare—but at the same time is carrying on with a fair circus rider. 
| She finds this out and determines to be equal with him. The 
| wicked Lord has made an appointment to sup with the equestrienne, 
y but is called away, and his friend, Charles Kingham, takes his 
place, and mistakes her ladyship, who calls at the house, for her 
rival. To keep up the delusion, Lady Kitty Clare gives an 


ea ee 


Paulinetti. 


he 


amusing imitation of a and a bare-back at, using a sofa 
instead of a fiery steed. As the heroine, Miss Cora Stuart is 
charmi 


delightfully vivacious, and sings and acts ingly, and she is 
well supported by Mr. Stratton:Rodney and Mr. C. Douglas Cox. 
My friend the White-Eyed Chirgwin, who has been absent from 
the stage much too long, is bac an and as funny as ever. 
Rose Sylvester, Lydia Dreams, and linette are also capital 
in their own 
line of busi- 


ness. 

Miss Mabel 
Allen has a 
very charming 
style, and her 
ballad - singing 
is very pop- 
ular here. 
Then there is 
Miss Peggy 
Pryde, the 
very clever 
daughter of a 
very clever 
mother, who, I 
was delighted 
to see, sent 
home the other 
day from 
Johannes burg, 
7000 miles 
away, to say 
how much her 
health had 
improved. 

The Palace is 
certainly un- 
der the able 
direction and 
genial sway of 
the Father 
of the Halls, 
a place whereat you are certain to enjoy yourself ; 80 go there at 
once, and say : 


Lydia Dreams. 


“I come because my Tootsie told me, 
‘And if I did not she would scold me— 
Let alove SLAP-hard.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MED'CINING A MISER. 

WHEN we in the village heard the news that old Skinnphlynt, 
up at Debenture Villa, had dislocated his jaw, first of all we enghed 
till our sides ached, and then we set-to wondering how he'd ever 
get cured of it—for we all knew precious well that he wouldn't go 
4 a expense of calling in the doctor. But he did. Yes—that he 


‘True, nobody would have believed it, but Tom Wurzelcroft and 
Bill Orpingthatch, and Jim Hazlethrupp, saw the doctor's buggy 
standing outside and heard the yells ; and so bent upon getting at 
the bottom of the mystery were they that they actually waited till 
the doctor came out, and Tom Wurzlecroft swore he'd be poisoned 
through eating a mushstool—of course, we mean a toadroom—oh, 
hang it! you know what we mean !—in order to open a conversa- 
tion with the physicker of this part of the county, and wheedle out 
the whole truth of how he got his fee, It’s worth re-telling : 

It appears he found the old chap with his jaw fairly out of joint. 
Of course, he managed to put it right again in-n brace of shakes, 
and then old Skinnphlynt asked what “the damage” was, “Oh, 
half a guinea,” said Doctor Jocaster, who didn't see in letting him 
off too light. “Wha-a-t?” roared old 8. “I never heard of such a 
rush! Half a crown’s all you'll yet-—unless you choose to go to the 
County Court for it.” Well, Doctor Jocaster’s a man of the world, 
and he pretended to waive the question, but, all the same, a bright 
idea had tlashed across his brainpan. “ By the way,” he said, “did 
you ever hear the story about the man who'd lost his umbrella?” 
Old Skinnphlynt, the old fool! said he hadn't, and the doctor 
started to tell him that mould-encrusted chestnut about the “ re- 
covering and recovering” that was the real cause of Saul hurling 
his javelin at David. Old 8. listened, but could hardly sw a 
yawn. So the doctor went on. “A better story than that,” he 
said, “is the one about the boy, who'd been out marking the sheep, 
petting a ride home behind the parson on his cob, and the parson, 

turing the beep cee, keeping on saying, ‘ Mark me, boy,’ — but, 
as you've probably not heard it, I'll tell it you.” Then he started 
to tell him that venerable grey-whiskered story, for relating which 
Darius sentenced Daniel to seven days in the lions’ den without the 
option of a fine. 

It was too much for even old Skinnphlynt. He stood it for the 
first tive minutes or 80, then he yawned—and, with a loud click, 
his jaw was once more thrown out of joint ! 

Doctor Jocaster only smiled in a grim way, and rose to take his 
leave, As for old Skinnphlynt, he was raving and gesticulating 
wildly, and pointing to his open mouth. Fora few minutes the doctor 
pretended to misunderstand his signals of dis and comme 
to put his gloves on, but finally relented (2), and signalled to the 
ol Carenaignon that this time it would be twelve and sixpence, 
cash! 

Of course, he had to “ part’; and there was more fourpenny ale 
drunk in honour of Doctor Jocaster that night than would have 
seen the village through three elections! 


THE LADY JOURNALIST. 


SHE can tell you how to decorate your home for next to naught, 
And how to manage each domestic detail, 

From the wages of your servants to te prices that you ought 
To give for all your necessaries, retail. 


On the might she’s got a lot to say, 
If that’s the sort of knowledge that you seek, 

She'll tell you what ‘tis best to have for dinner day by day, 
And what your butcher's bill should be a week. 


She'll mane ibe proper shops at which you ought to buy your 
clothes, 
And how to turn a fashionable hat ; 
She's great at giving estimates for furnishing, and knows 
Exactly what to pay for this and that. 


She understands the getting up of concerts and bazaars, 
And how to give a party ora ball; 

She'll give you good instruction in some chatty little pars, 
On the etiquette of ev'ry social call. 


On the management of children she can scribble by the rood, 
And can put you up to ev'ry golden rule, 

From the proper way to dress ‘em to the most nutritious food, 
And the age at which they ought to go to school. 


She knows the proper way to change the colour of your hair, 
The treatment to reduce your present weight. 

Perchance, if your complexion needs some trifing repair, 
The manner to effect it she will state. 


But her husband dines in sadness at his club—unhappy man! 
Whilst the slavey sews the buttons on his shirts, 

And keeps the dirty children all as quiet as she can, 
Who cling, poor little beggars, to her skirts, 


—_——-—— 
. 


MAD REGRETS. 


On! it's 2 sad and dreary and a solemn thing to have a very bad 
cold on your chest at this season of the year, and it’s a sadder and 
a drearier nnd a solemner thing when the wife of your bosom cooks 
up a beastly strong mustard-plaister and sticks it on to your chest, 
and it’s the saddest and dreariest and solemnest thing of all when 
you arise in the morn and find all the skin gone from your chest, 
and, in its place, a great, raw, aching surface. And it's unspeakably 
gad and drear and solemn when you are told by a sort of walking 
pharmacopzia, on the following evening, that whisky is the proper 
thing wherewith to bathe that achingfexpanse ; and you see three- 
penn’orth after threepenn’orth being illegitimately serones of in 
that sickeningly wasteful manner. Lut, wickedest of all—oh, woe 
and direst mischance !—when you wake the next be ahoag witha 
parched tongue and a palate like a new blotting-book, to tind that 
in rubbing your epidermis (or the place where it used to was to 
be) you haven't left enough “Scotch” in the bottle to kill the 
bacteria in your morning tumbler of milk. 


theme of cooke 


OVERSTRETCHING IT. 


THERE'S n great and daily-increasing craze in London just now 
for improving, rejuvenating, modernising, gilding, reglazing ‘and 
roreeally beautifying the bars in which poor metropolitan man- 

ind is wont to take its daily drink. They're all at it. No eooner 
do they get the painters and decorators out of the house than the 
barmaids slap on a bit more pomeet the distiller’s traveller 
replaces the old china whisky barrels with swell cut-glass jars, 
labelled “Special,” “Extra Special,” “Ridiculously Old,” etc., the 
landlord gets his hair cut and his hat ironed, and—and there you 
are! 

Then there's a free lunch given to a lot of poor newspaper slaves, 
who, in return, puff the thing out of all proportion to its deserts ; 
the public comes, pays its money and drinks the “ Extra Special “i 
and the * Ridiculously Old,” wonders what the Charles Dickens 
the newspaper men found to rave over, but lt all the time, and 
goes away to die elsewhere—and the landlord waxes fat and gets 
on the vestry. 

But the thing is getting overdone, and A. SLOPER, raising his 
rich bar-rytone voice, warns a certain booze-retailer not a thousand 
miles from (Giunpowder Alley to look out for squalls. 

This unprincipled purveyor of rectified fusel-oil wrote and asked 
the Old and Venerated to “ give him a par.,” as his private bar had 
recently been enlarged. Taking no man’s word for more than 
three-ha’p’orth of Grimble’s diluted, SLOPER went round to pay a 
visit of inspection. . 

The caitif! had lim—well, no, SLOPER won't go quite so far as 
to say that, but he'd certainly stretched the truth about as far as it 
was possible. Neither bricklayer or carpenter had been called in 
to assist in the enlargement of that private bar, but the landlurd 
had done it himself by—scraping the paper and old playbills otf 
the walls with an old knife! 


hy 


59 
UNCLE GRUBWINK’S SELECTION. 


= 
“. .. . He is a very distant relative, somewhat aged and 
crabbed, but extremely wealthy, Think of that, Jack! Poor 
orphan me, to become 
the adopted daughter 
of awealthy man! And 
the best of it is, dar. 
ling, we are coming to 
London within = the 
next few days, so that 
there may—nay, there 
must—be a chance of 
our meeting. And after 
two long, weary vears ! 
The very thought of it 
makes ny heart stand 
still with joy. (iood- 
bye, my sweet, for the 
present. Everything 
shall be more fully 
explained when you 
guze again into the eyes 
of your fondly loved 
and fondly loving 
NELLIE.” 
For about the hun- 
dredth time, Jack 
Jellice re-read these 


ines, 

“ Poor little Nell,” he 
muttered, carefully 
placing the treasured 
missive in an inner 
pocket; “she little 
thinks this severs us 
more widely than 
ever, And she may be in London at the present moment. 
It's a week since I received her letter. Ah!"—savagely thrust. 
ing himself into a shabby overcoat—“I’'ve only Uncle Grub- 
wink to thank for this. Reared in the lap of luxury, taught to 
regard myself as his heir, and forbidden to learu any occupation 
or profession, I'm kicked into the streets to starve at three-and- 
twenty, cel because I refuse to marry a red-visaged vixen of 
thirty whom he condescends to select for me. And that’s just on 
four years ago. And—it's a deuced hard matter to earn a shilling.” 
Musing thus, he from his humble lodgings into the street. 

He had pi led but a very short distance, when he came to 
an abrupt standstill. A little elderly gentleman of unprepossess- 
ing aspect was advancing towards him. 

“Impossible!” he gasped. “I must be dreaming! It can't be. 
And yet it looks—no—yes, it ¢# —Uncle Grubwink !” 

The object of these contradictory incoherencies apparently 
recognised him at the 
same moment, for, 
hastening his steps, 
he greeted him with 
a subdued chuckle, 
and exclaimed : 

“Hallo, Master 
Jack! you didn't ex- 
pect to see we, 1 sup- 
og Never thoug' t 

*d come to London, 
eh? But have, 
you see, Only arrived 
yesterday, and, learn- 
ing your address, was 
just about to look 
youup. But youdon't 
appear to ver 
flourishing !" sf 

“ I'm not, thanks to 
vour method _ of 
uh | me up, ” re- 
sponded Jack, curtly, 
recovering from his 
surprise, 

“Pooh, my boy! 

h! Forget and 
orgive. Let-bygones 
be bygones. Come 
along this way. I've 
taken a furnished 
house a couple of 
streets further on, 
and we can talk as we go. I admit that was a mistake of mine 
—that first reflection—Miss Siffkins, She was, perhaps, a trifle 
old. But there! I'll make amends for it. I've selected another 
wife for you—one that will——” 

“Uncle Grubwink,” calmly interrupted Jack, “you can spare 
yourself the trouble. I require no wife of your selection. Four 
years ago you turned me like a dog from your door tu starve. By 
Zhance became acquainted with a young lady, poor as myxelf—a 
mere governess, yet a lady by birth and education. We love; and 
though there is no prospect of marriage, yet she will, if necessary, 
wait a lifetime for me. With regard to myself, luck may change. 
I may yet have achance. Briefly, | refuse your offer, as before.” 

“But think of the money, you stupid young dog,” urged his 
uncle. “Instead of poverty and hardship, you'll have luxury 
and—however, here’s my place ; come in,” and he paused before 
substantial-looking house. 

“No,” replied Jack, sturdily, “1am not to be bought.” 

“ Damme !” exclaimed the old gentleman, furiously, “if it wasn’t 
for fear of my gout a 
I'd — I'd kick you, see Rt 


sir. 

“And if you did. 
Uncle Grubwink, I 
should —” Jack 
broke off suddenly 
and glared at the 
window as if de- 


mented. pusyed 


Into ashabby overcoat, 


= 4 


“It is—Uncle Grubwink |" 


Nellie!” he ; 
“Nellie here low 
comes it——" 
“There! in you 
” gnarled his un- 
cle, pushing him half- 
dazed into the hall, 
and from thence into 
a sitting-room, where 
the vision at the win- 
dow assumed a most 
substantial reality. 
“A-ah! I'm not such 
a hard - hearted old 
scounirel as you 
imagine me to be, 
Master Jack. I bit- 
terly repented losing 
you, but I’ve kept an 
eye on you al the 
time. and, learning 
all about Miss Nellie 
here, 1 arranged this 
little plot to bring you together. There, there”—as the lovers 
locked themselves in a fond embrace—" take my blessing > and 
remember, you young dog, that my blessing’s worth thirty thousand 
pounds at the present bank rate.” 


“There, there! -take my blessing.” 


Oe 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, February 24, 1£94. 


“Texpect to be a widow in three 
months, dear. George cannot last 
longer. Keep your eye open for a 


“You see, Mr. Dealer, I have bought a country - 
place, and my wife's zoing to invite a lot of swells, . SHE HAD NOT HEARD. Judge. You have killed your mother and father. What have number two for me—a corunet, if 
so We must ‘ang our hancestors on the walls, and | « And how is it you have not seen Mr. Spooney lately 2?" “I don't know ; you to say ? ible." —Extract from Letter of 
wish you'd do it at #0 much a ‘ed.” he has not been since I bought this banjo,” Prisoner. Have mercy on a poor orphan, your lordship. Young Lady. 
#9 Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—JAMES CORBETT, Esq. 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 1 oe Ss so 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


Ss 


“Now, ig.there anything else you have to tell me?” “No, I think not,” modestly fancy as the Battersea Basher, the Chelsea Chonker, the Putney Puncher, the 
replied Mr. Corbett. “Then to the Champion Fighter of the Werld I will now say Fulham Floorer, the Limehouse Lasher, the Bermondsey Banger, the Stepney 
farewell !" said A. SLOPER, solemnly ; “but remember, James, a time may come— Slogger, and even the friendly help of Lord Bob, A. SLOPER erred practising on 
but no matter-r-r !" and was gone. “ And he didn't even so much as hint at a drink !” —(2) The Leaver ey Sede Dook Snook——(4) And the Hon. Billy. For hours 
mused Mr. Corbett, when alone, adding, “Strange!” But was it strange? Asa after the interview the fovice (meaning A. 8.) rigidly avoided alcohol, but by the 
countryman of the late lamented Thomas Sayers, A. SLOPER replies, emphatically, strong advice of his trainer, Professor ‘cGooseley, he went in for what that gentle- 
“No! And why? Because, as he sat conversing with the champion, he hal man called “high training,” and that night he slept in his boots, having, with his 
pientally resolved to wrest from Americ’s shores the Golden Belt, and by gargleretic usual caution, carefully e: the fin The 

ion, if he may be allowed the term, had virtually commenced training, so that morning of the fight arrived. As the two m 


ignorat: 

= no valuable time should be lost, demonstrating the boundless strength of will of the condition elicited loud cries of admiration—the Novice appearing, perhaps, slightly 
nea imeortal Friend of Man——(1) About the same time thet A; SuOPEM might hare oversroentiy was to tire out the champlon, immediately trned ta.” Corbet at 
oa * been seen swat m us C g for of reducing su nous object ently was ire oul champion, y tu tail. rbett at 
For pines my heart, sweet Mab, for thee.”—The Dook Snook. flesh, the following acivertisanment appeared ia the Jeter Parish Magazine : eA. once led off with | his left a foot), landing smartly on the Novice midway between the 
« grace 5 ne SLOPER is open to fight James t for the Cham iP World, any time, crown of ee] of boot, who at once @ foul, which was 
Her and beauty have enslaved my soul. Lord Bob. anywhere—knuckles.” Is it necessary to state, Corbett, having his honour at stake, awarded him. A. SLOPER now signs himself Champion of the World, and not 

“J prithee, darling, just one word of hope.”—The Hon. Billy. immediately accepted the challenge? Refusing the assistance of such pets of the without as guod reason as many another who has laid claim to the title. 

McBUNQG’S WISDOM. 


fi . u b 


wy . t: ‘ 


(1) Bung said, “ Ah niver saw sich fools, being afraid of a skunk (2) When McNab himself sailed up with a pair of whisky bottles (3) Aud Bung remarked, “It taks a ‘the dignity oot o° a man ta hae 
like McNab.” for clubs, whusky bottles drummed aboot yer head.” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. Gl 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Aha, my worthy friends and B criehecs here you are again, then! What acrowd of you! Why, torun the Home Rule Bill :—In Servid words the good Juhn Burns The Peers and all their doings 
it’s bigger than ever, I declare! But, never mind, you won't find me grumble on that score. There's spurns :—Hostilities between them ccase, And both will ratify a peace :—The Yeoman Cavalry, 1 
room for all of you, and a bit to spare for new friends. Walk up, please ; we're just about to com- ar, Have very much declined this year :—French leave the slarey took, and so The mistress said 
mence.—The Prince and Princess pray behold ; They spent a pleasant time, I'm told :—How truly she'd hare to go—There! that’s about all I can do for you this week, except to thank you for your 
here, it may be said, He hit the wrong nail on the head :—The Irish ask for dollars still, To help patronage, and hope for a continuation of the same——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


COERCION. 


A SCREW LOOSE SOMEWHERE. 


“Great Scot ! I sha'n't have anything but stumps left if I win 
; the Pink Welter Handicap twice running. I guess, if I cut the 
: turf altogether it will be better for me.” 


THE PLEASURES OF PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 
Our leading lady “chucks” her part at the last rehearsal. 
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THE “‘METER’ WHEN THE SUN GOES DOWN.” 


The burglarious noise in the cellar heard by old Buffleby at 
3 A.M. the other morning was only the gas meter working a 


little overtime. But it might have been something else, and 7 ' 4 2 a Bae ia wal were: Rolie ie 
A A GS look here, Mabel, I'm guing to have another dance with Milly Maybloom, whether you like it or ChawSacon, Hi, Mr. Smith! you said we were going to the 
| wae wen quite justified in arming himself with the kitchen ss aan ; and if suuire nasty about it I shall tell her you've gut false teeth.” theatre in evening dress. Why, lu the first rewly after all, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——_— 


AYTER 2 short—very short—vacation, Parliament has once more 
assembled, and London and its suburbs is again: flooded with 
hot-headed Radicals 
and ribald Tories. 
Daily is A.-SLOPER 
| Seeon with epistles 
rom both Unionists 
and Rads.; the latter 
demanding his support 
in their endeavours to 
abolish the House of 
Lords, whilst the 
former desire his aseist- 
ance in wiping the 
Liberals off the face of 
the earth. But the 
Eminent isa non-Party 
man, and, like the wise 
badger, when he knows 
he is safe, declines to be 
drawn. The Ancient 
One wishes to remain 
on friendly terms with 
both the great parties 
of the State, and de- 
clines to enter into any 
controversy on_ the 
merits or otherwise of 
their respective causes. 
Gladstone and Salis- 
bury are both great 
chums of SLoPER, and 
many a quiet “ Tommy 
Dodd" have they had together in the precincts of the Houses of 
Parliament ; but, knowing his ideas on the subject, neither of 
these great statesmen have ventured to air their political opinions 
before the Crumbling Edifice. For their forbearance the latter 
thanks them, and whilst wishing them God's speed in this coming 
battle, he, at the same time, fervently hopes that the best man will 
win, Po 
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WHO says that real dend-fide humour is a drug in the market? 
Bill Nye, the celebrated “American wit, who recently visited 
England, receives £200 a week from his humorous books alone. 
Many of his works are in the hands of syndicates, which may, 
perhaps, to an extent, account for this munilicent income. 
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In A. SLoPER's opinion—and he has had as much experience with 
loveliness a8 most people—it is easier to drill a squadron of soldiers 
than to train an average ballet 
girl. If she is not thinking 
of her afternoon cup of tea, 
sheisenvying her neighbour's 
new hat. Then her mind 
leaves the theatre alto- 
gether, and starts roaming 
round Richmond in com- 
many with her favourite 
Nonaale, Brought to her 
senses by the harsh voice of 
her instructor, she listens, 
hears, but never scems to un- 
derstand. The mind once 
more deserts the body, and 
through most of her lesson 
she resembles a_ petrified 
mummy as much as any- 
thing else. °° 


SOMETHING must be done 
by the French people, and 
that shortly, to drive that 
terrible end, Anarchy 
from their midst. Flushed 
with the success hitherto 
attending his efforts, he is 
daily growing bolder. He 
seemingly exists but to 
destroy. His career must be 
checked. A second “Reign 
of Terror” in Paris would 
utterly demoralise the 
French people, and France's chance of once more attaining that 
proud position among nations of which she once could 
would be a remote one. * 


ALLUDING to some drinking statistics a daily contemporary 
asserts, “ Here are facts which provide food for reflection.” In A. 
SLopPER’s opinion, “ Which pore drink for reflection” would 
be more appropriate. What reflection done that it should be 
deprived of drink? *,° 


Joun MorRLEY, the eminent statesman, it is said, has a weak- 
ness for cats. He admires them all, whether er. are tabbies, 
Persians, tortoise-shells or Toms, and he is probably the only man in 
Great Britain who does not heave bricks, boot-jacks, ete., from his 
bedroom window at the feline soloist who succeeds in making 
night terrible and sleep impossible to the average individual. 

se @ 
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It really looks as though Mr. Robert Buchanan had scored a 

genuine success with his Intest work, Dick Sheridan. Asa graceful 

- literary production this 
clever comedy ranks high 
among the best plays of 
contemporary dramatic 
literature ; but whether it 
will be found sufficiently 
interesting to attract the 
public in paying numbers 
to the Comedy remains 
to be seen. Certainly no 
effort has been spared to 
place Mr. Buchanan's 
work upon the stage, with 
every advantage accruing 
from magnificent mount- 
ing, historically correct 
dressing, and the engage- 
ment of a most powerful 
company for its interpre- 
tation—a company which 
includes Mr. H. B. 
{ecin Mr. Cyril. Maude, 
Mr. Brandon Thomas, 
Mr. Lewis Waller, Mr. 
Sydney Brough, Miss 
Pattie Browne, and Miss 
Winifrid Emery. Truly 
a capital selection, and 
most appropriately cast 
in this very capi play. 


s 
? THT: statement that a 
baronetcy is about to be conferred upon the Editor of that won- 
derful ha'porth, Zarks! is just & wee bit premature. A rumour 
of the kind, it is true, is curreot in Fleet Street, but at present 
we are not antiorised to contirm it. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HAVING successfully won the Battle of Trafalgar at the Oxford 
Music-Hall, Charles Godfrey is now posing as a military hero at 
the Canterbury, and, tin 
the character of Wel- 
lington, nightly succeeds 
in defeating Napoleon 
Buonaparte and his 
French army, and driv- 
ing them from the plains 
of Waterloo. As Wel- 
lington, Godfrey is im- 
mense, and im characters 
of this description he has 
not his equal on_ the 
boards. The monologue 
is smartly written, and 
the words are set to tune- 
ful music, whilst the 
scenery and general 
mounting are elaborate 
in the extreme. The re- 
mainder of the Canter- 
bury programme is made 
up of stars of the first 
magnitude, and among 
thoxe who shine most 
conspicuously are Albert 
Chevalier, G. H. Chirg- 
win, Keegan and Elvin, 
Lucy Clarke, and Katie 
Lawrence. *° 


ComE along, please; 
this is about the last chance you'll get. A. SLOPER has decided 
to close the “Poor Appeal Fund” when it reaches £150, and, as a 
reference will show, it wants very little now to attain that amount. 
Now's your time, ladies and gentlemen. What shall we put you 
down for? ave 
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THAT well-known and versatile humorous reciter, Mr. Walter J. 
Churcher, gave his annual smoking concert last week at the London 
Tavern, where a vast number of fieads and admirers gathered to 
do honour to the occasion. Like everything that Mr. Churcher 
attempts, the programme was inost excellent, and included a whole 
host of well-known entertainers. I¢ was a great and festive right. 

ss 
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THE statement that General Booth has offered A. SLOPER £10 
a week to turn teetotaler and lecture on “ My Conversion ” is, of 
course, unfounded. The idea! Why, the Fleet Street publicans 
would make a better offer, simply to keep the Old Man’s custom. 
s 


Mr. BILL SIKES appenrs to have been very busy lately—very 
busy. indeed. “Successful Burglary in the West-end!” “Great 
Jewel Robbery in j 


and ( 


common Ae 
newspapers for the 
last fen weeks, and 
naturally ere “ 
to suppose r. 
William is either 
growing bold with 
success, or is 
anxious to put b 
2 comfortable ‘ le 
nest-egg to live 
upon during the 
fast - approaching 
off season. A. 
SLOPER is thinke 
ing about sending 
the family jewels 
to the Bank for 
safety till the 
alarm subsides. A 
burglary at Mil- 
dew Court would 
be an awful catas- i 
trophe, indeed ! J 


THE Mildewed Mound has this day been pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon H. A. GRATTAN BARNETT, because he 
wouldn't sce his client “done.” “Feyther,” asked the Azure-Orbed, 
“wot d’ye say to articklin’ me to Mr. B.? The way in which 
he conduc that ‘ere Ilfracombe case, where the cove kidded 
the hotel people 'e wos a “SLOPER” hartist, proves ‘e’s a slap-up, 
first-rate solicitor. Wot d’ye say, feyther? It might be ureful one 
o’ these days to’ave a son to defend yer when yer gets nobbled 
for some o’ yer little games——” But here the Aged ey a 
further insult with his boot-toe, and yet again is Alexandry docked 
for repairs. — 

2 


A PAPER says, “Flats are becoming more and more difficult to 
procure.” This is exactly the opinion of Mr. Iky Moses, who tinds 
it quite « hard job to live mranlase: Curious, isn’t it? 
ss 
s 
In case the mildness of the weather may tempt any misguided 
being to a3 into this Office with any premature effusions on 
Spring, we take this opportunity of stating that we have just in- 
vested in a pair of boots with soles of extra thickness, and iron toe- 
caps, and that we shall show quarter to none. Poets, beware ! 
s¢ 
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Poor little boy Reeves! He is only seven years of age, yet he 
knows and feels that he is a born artist, and that only an adverse, 
unkind fate has i 
hitherto  pre- H 
vented him reap- 
ing the reward of 
his talent. Art 
evidently pos- 
sesses irresistible 
charms for him, 
and being, unfor- 
tunately, just at 
present unable to 
take lessons at 
South Kensing- 
ton, he, with a 
perseverance it is 

ard to cavil at, 
endeavours to 
teach himself, It 
is unfortunate, 
however, that the 
owner of the 
house until lately 
occupied by the 
infant prodigy 
and his maternal 
parent, should 
object to the youthful artist's scheme of decoration on the mantel- 
piece and _ skirting- , and, with a shocking Philistinism, 
actually describe it as “daubs of red paint,” and sue Mrs, 
Reeves for fifteen shillings, the cost of removing it. We fear, from 
that lady’s remark as she left the Court, after having judgment 
given against her, that the young artist will receive rather a decided 
discouragement in his chosen profession, 


(Saturday, February 24, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 3RD MARCH, 1894. 
——— 


25th February, 1887.—This day a stewardess on board the 
steamer Huzara was charged with concealing on her person tive 
pounds of cigars—single value and ony £3 17s. Gd. A customs 
officer stated that at taree o'clock on hursday afternoon he was 
rummaging in the stewardess's rooms. When heasked the prisoner 
if she had anything liable to duty, she replied in the negative. Her 
boxes were searched, and afterwards he told her he thought she 
had something about her person, and he requested her to go ashore 
to the female searcher. She wanted to go into another room, but 
I said I must not lose sight of her, and then she admitted that she 
had some cigars, and took them off and gave them to me. Mr. 
Fowler (the clerk): Took them otf? What do you mean? Wit- 
ness then produced, amidst laughter, a dress-improver of huge 
dimensions, and in this were concealed five pounds of cigars. 


26th February, 1889.—This day an inquest was held on the 
body of a child, aged nine, daughter of an artist residing in Derby. 
It appeared that last Friday the deceased was blowing a “ squeaker,” 
when she suddenly ran into the parlour to her grandmother. A 
few minutes afterwards she sank to the floor, and, finding that she 
was speechless, a medical man was sent for. Dr. Hooper deposed 
to being called on, and making a post-mortem examination of the 
body. Upon opening the larynx, he discovered the squeaker 
(which consisted of a wooden tube fixed to a bladder) fixed in the 
passage in such a position that each time the deceased breathed, 
the air passing down the tube, inflating the bladder, completely 
stopping respiration. It was the most extraordinary case that 
ever come under his notice. 


27th Feb , 1644.—Evelyn, under this date, writes: 
“In the pavilion of the new castle (at St. egindenegien rai many faire 
roomes well paynted, and leading into a very noble garden and 
parke, where is a pall-maill, in the midst of which, on one of the 
sides, is a chapell with stone cupola, tho’ small yet of an handsome 
order of architecture. Out of the park you gue into the forrest, 
which, being very large, is stor'd with deare, wild boares, wolves 
and other wild game.” ‘ 


28th February, 1826.—In the Good Fellow's Calendar, 
under this date, is given an advertisement cut froma provincial 
paper, as follows: “TO BE SOLD BY PRIVATE CONTRACT.—A 

autiful monkey, a parrot, two spaniels and a tortoize-shell tom- 
cat, the property of a lady just married, who has no further occa- 
sion for the same.” 

ist 1711.—The first number of the Spectator bears 
this date. Of Joseph Addison, Mr. Clark Russell says: “He was a 
man wholly incapable of loving. Women he did not care for ; it 
amused him indeed to watch them : their pretty airs, their dainty 
pretentions, their sly vanities entertained him as the movements 
of wax dolls entertain a child.” 


2nd March, 1705.—It is said that Lord Mansfield, who was 
born this day, with all his eloquence, had the habit of using the 
expression, “ k ye. D'ye see!” and that, seeing one day in court 
a barrister who was reper to be turning “ Coke on Littleton” into 
verse, the judge asked him publicly how he got on with his task, 
and that he should like to hear some of it. To this the other 
replied, “ My lord, I have only got as far as the first section, which 
I have arranged thus : 
‘Tenant in fee, 
Simple is he 
That hath oe of his own Hemi ed clever ; 
‘or, please you, my lord, 
And es ’e, d’ye sev, 
They are to him and his heirs for ever.’” 
8rd March, 1861.—The Emperor Alexandra of Russia this 
day issued a decree emancipating the serfs throughout his vast 
dominions. Slavery actually existed in Great Britain until 1772. 
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ABOUT A KOODOO. 

I was the first letter she had received from her darling warrior 
boy since, very much against her will, he had gone out to Matabele- 
land to assist in pumping lead into poor old Lo Ben's chocolate- 
coloured infantry. And how she read it—over and over, and over 
again! And, when he'd told her all the news, of huw he had saved 
upa bit, and meant to come home and claim her, etc.,—they always 
write this way ; the road home, like the route to another celebrated 
winter resort, bein, there paved with resolutions—he 
added, “ And what do you think I’ve bought? You'll never guess 
—no, not in a month of Good Ure ae real, live, female Koodoo, 
a perfect beauty. She has such delightful eyes, and, consequently, 
I call her Ellinore—after you. She licks my face all over——” 
Peas Livingstone!” 
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“My dear child, I really cannot explain before your younger 
sister,” replied the old lady, in something akin to a hutf ; “but I 
will myself write to Mr. Bungthornton by to-morrow's mail, and, 
after telling him what I think of him, warn him never to enter 
these doors again. 1 think—ah, that’s right, Minnie, dear,” (to the 
rae Oe sister, who was leaving the room), “you may go uprtairs. 
Xo I will write him this very night and break olf your engage- 
men ee ) 

“ Oh, mamma, it will break my very heart!” 

“Better that, my darling, than marry such a brute.” 

“But, fancy him writing to me——" 

“Compose yourself, my darling, compose yourself. “ Here" 
(rings bell; maid appears), “Hodgkiss, bring up a cou ve of 
brandies and sodas and get a smelling bottle. 1 will, as I said——”"’ 

There came a hurried tap at the door. 

“Come in!” 

“Oh, it’s only me, mamma,” cried little Minnie, advancing, 
holding in her hand the last monthly Dad of “ Buster's Natural 
History.” “Listen here—page 227, ‘The Koodoo (strepsiceros 
imberbis). This beautiful antelope, generally found——'’ 

With a loud shriek of pent-up emotion finding ;relief, the 
beauteous Ellinore swooned and fell into the costly coal-box. 

Frgo.—Don't omit to take in a reliable Natural History, such, 
for instance, as—— 

[No you don't, No “ puffs” in “SLOPER.”—ED, “ A.S.H.-H.” 


The letter ay eropped from the 
a, taper fingers, and she cried, “Ma, what is a female 


ROMANCE. 

SHE was young—she was fair—she was lovely. The queen moon 
roge the mother of night. The scent of the orange grove was in 
the air. The waters rippled on the beach of the blue Mediterranean. 
The strains of the band stole through the open windows of the 
Casino. ‘Twas Monte Carlo in its glory. And she?—she, the 
Queen of Pleasure. Haughtily she strode beside the balustrade ; 
proudly her eyes flashed in the moonlight. Then from her ruby 
ips stole forth the fairy song, “Oh, blow the Riviera! A brace of 
glasses at Short’s—port, you know—and a curranty bun thing, 
and a skate at the Welsh Harp, give me Old England after all—if 
it’s only to get back toa fresh pint of shrimps and a plate of cold 
boiled pork.” Haughtily she strode along. The moon shone— 
the sea rippled. Burying her face in her hands, in one wild sob of 
homesick grief, she cried aloud, “I could have been all right—I 
could Fave been! But what's the good of going to a show where 
there isn’t evena Hampstead Heath Jerusalem?" 


od 


Ewery Wrednesday. Twopence. 
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Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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TO LOVERS OF LIBERTY—AND OTHERS. 


(There have lately been foundet several Colonies of Freed bi * 
the very latest €. of F. up to the time of sing to press.” nae 


YE Britons who may of Old 
England be weary, 
Who find it not paying, 
depressing or dreary, 
Now is a chance much 
more jolly to be— 
Patagonia now is the Land 
of the Free, 
Yes, note it, B.P., 
"Tis the Land of the Free! 


In that far-off country a 
colony's forming, 

That's free from M.P.’s and 
from L.C.C, storming ; 
So, of course, there's no 

need of a wopping big D— 
Nor yet of much clothes in 
that Land of the Free. 
It starts with a P— 
This new Land of the Free 


And it may be remarked, 
without any effront‘ry— 
All the best points of our 
own long-loved country, 


My Isle of the Sea: 
That's the true —_ of this Home of the Free. 


tagonin—see 7— 
Is the Land of the Free! 


WHY SHE STAYED HIM. 

“DARLING,” exclaimed young Augustus Ledgerby, as with all 
the wild ar pcp dl of youth and unquenchable love he burst open 
the door of the gilded chamber wherein he knew his love awaited 
him, “darling, how my heart has pined for you all the long, dreary 
day! At last, love, 1 can strain you to my longing breast. Come, 
my eweett, come and drive away the dull cares of business from 
my brain.” 

But the fair girl, standing by the mantel with half-averted head, 
did not respond to the lover-like appeal ; nay, even waved him otf 
with a hasty gesture of her white paste-jewelled hand. 

Augustus paused. A dread suspicion of impending evil seemed 
to creep into his fast-clouding brain, sending a cold chill through 
his sturdy frame, blanching lips and face, and causing the stout 
heart to almost cease its beating. “Ethel,” he stammered, “ what 
—what is the matter? Have you—have you no word of welcome 
for me to-night?” 

Ethel half turned towards him. 

“1—I am very glad to see you, Augustus,” she said, “only——" 

“Only what? Speak, I entreat you; do not disguise the truth 
from me. Something 
terrible has happened ; 
some villain has been 
poisoning your mind 
against me; you have 
learnt to love another. 
Ah, Ethel! I cannot 
bear the suspense ; tell 
me. darling, tell meall.” 

Ethei managed to 
raise a weak little laugh. 
“Don't be silly, Gus,” 
she said. “You know 
I am always your own 
dear little popsy, but— 
oh! you must not ques- 
tion me, you reall 
musn't,” she broke off, 
pettishly. 

“But, Ethel, I have 
a right to know. As 
vour aftianced husband 

claim to know the 
reason of this change, 
this sudden coldness. 
Why do you not kiss me, Ethel? There! one sweet taste of 
your lips and I am happy, Ethel”; and he made as though he 
would take her in his arms. Be 

But she eluded him. 

“Don't, Gus, don’t!” she cried, wildly ; “don't approach me. 
No, you cannot, shall not kiss me!” 

But Augustus caught her deftly in his strong arms, and, with the 
skill of long experience, drew her golden h towards him. 

But a warning cry burst from her. 

“Stop!” she cried, “stop! You have forced me to it; you 
shall learn my reason for refusing your embrace.” 

Augustus released her. 

Well?” he said, eagerly. : 

“Well,” said Ethel, “as you must know, it’s just this: 1 didn't 
expect you quite so soon this evening, and—er—well, my com- 
plexion hasn't had time enough to dry yet, that’s all.” 


“WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS,” etc. 
First Swaggerer. Talk about a pedigree, my boy! You should 
just sec my ancestral tree. 
Second Swaggercr. Pooh! don’t brag about that, please. Why, 
I’ve got a whole forest of ‘em on my estate ! 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
LILIAN DEJOURE. 


WHILE other bards have loved to 
raise 
Their songs in praise of frisky 
Philanderings, and Cupid's ways, 
Such themes have ne'er inspired my 


lays: 
My Muse has lived to sing the praise 
Of good old Irish whisky. 


I've travelled East, I've travelled West, 
From Rome to San Francisky : 

But by the rood I do protest 

That still, by land or sea, the best 

Of joys 1 on my tour possessed 
Was tippling Irish whisky. 


Three times I tumbled overboard— 
All in the Bay of Bisky. 
And was I drowned?) Why, no, good 
Lord! 
In vain the waves around me poured : 
They could not reach the lungs so 


sto 
With good old Irish whisky ! 


But songs in Bacchanalian rhyme 
I'll write no more: my frisky 
And sportive Muse, throughout all 


time, 
Shall blazon forth, in verse sublime, 
How from the lips of Lilian lm 
Eliciting so sweet, 80 prime 
A taste, that 1 wouldn't give a dime 

For the best old Irish whisky ! 


And not one defect of our - 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


. —_—_- 
ALLIANCE BUILDINGS, 48 QUEEN STREET, MELBOURNE, 
adits December sth, 1893. 

DEAR ALLY,—I notice in the Australian edition of the “ HALF- 
Houipay dated December 16th, a letter from C. R. Gilbert, of 
Cape Town, rea photo of yourself in the shape of a potato dug up 
in Cape Town. Iam sending you one of our papers with another 
photo of yourself, by which you will see that your fame reaches 
still: further, and that you are an attraction wherevee known, 
Passing our leading tishmonger's shop a day or two ago, I saw the 
head of one of our most delicate fish with a white bell-topper on it 
(“the” hat, you know), and its frontispiece was a remarkable 
reproduction of the only SLoreR. I don't know what a friend of 
SLOPER is in your lexicon, but I presume he is a F.O.8., and I 
don't know what «a SLOPER “ Award of Merit” is, but I do know 
that “SLOPER” has had an ardent admirer in me for years and years, 
and I would not (and have not) miss it for anything. 1 wish you 
long life, many happy days, and much * Unsweatened.” 

: Yours rena GEORGE H. SCOTT. 

P.S.—I should add that the cleverest society entertainer in 
Melbourne ix Mr. Ernest Hosking, whuse figure is a counterpart 
of your noble self, G. HLS. 

———$————— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 206.—He Lowers THE “ Recorp.” 
Ir, dear reader, in Liverpool town thou hadst been 
On the tenth of the month that is present, 
Thou wouldst doubtless have gone to set eyes on a scene 
That was hugely exciting and pleasant. 
I allude to the desperate fight that was fought 
Upon Anfield’s historical field, 
When the Preston North Enders so gallantly sought 
To make Liverpool footballers vield 
In the match for the Cup of Old England ; and when 
It transpired that the bold Liverpudlian men 
W ere so stalwart and strong to attack and defend, 
That they captured the conquest from Preston,North End. 


If, dear reader, in Liverpool town thou hadst been 
On the tenth of the month that is present, 

Thou wouldst sure in the “football editions” have seen 
A short paragraph, ee and pleasant. 

I allude to a paragraph stating the fact 
That on Anfield's historical tield 

Eighteen thousand spectators that day had been packed, 
And their fees of admission would yield 

To the taker of “ pieces” a nice little count 

Of nine times fifty pounds, or a larger:amount, 

Which (the footballing journalists ventured to state) 

Had been never surpassed at that Liverpool “ gate.” 


If, dear reader, in Liverpool town thou hadst been 
On the fifth of the month that is present, 
Thou the Football Club's secretaree mightst have scen, 
As he wrote a few lines to his pleasant 
And trustworthy friend, ALLY SLoreER, Esquire : 
“Come thee down, come thee down, at mugdervent desire, 
On the tenth, and vouchsafe us thy dignity's weight, 
By collecting the fees at our footballing gate.” 


If, dear reader, in Liverpool town thou hadst been 
On the tenth of the month that is present, 
Thou the Football Club's secretaree mightst have seen 
In his box, with a scowl most unpleasant, 
Sitting gazing aghast on a brief little note 
Which ‘twas plain to perceive that A. SLOPER had wrote : 
“ Pray excuse, my dear friend, my precipitous flight, 
But I've got an engagement in London to-night. 
And the gate-money taken I herewith send down, 
Which is ninctecn and siz, and a spurious half-crorwn!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBBHAL 


FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED J.AST WEEK, £146 14s, 947. 
SINCE RECEIVED: — A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1, 
“Box” (St. James's, S.W.), 28. 6d.; “THE BARD,” 5s. 6d.; HELEN BRINCK- 
MAN, 28. 6d. 
Making a total received up to February 13th, 1491, £118 5s. 34d. 
—EEE EE 


A NEW DEPARTURE. 
(SUGGESTED BY A BUXTON POLICE Report.) 

You have not in your paper read it? 

Why, then, I'll simply tell the tale, 
Assured that in vouchaafing credit 

Where credit's due you will not fail. 
Too oft we've heard—we've read too often— 

How Theft, by Hunger vindicated, 
No magisterial heart can soften : 

Well, let the other side be stated! 


Two paltry pies a steward, starving, 
Purloined of late in Buxton town: 
But, while with Nature's knives them carving, 
Grim Nemesis on him came down. 
And, when before the Bench he landed, 
Was he—as oft such wretches are— 
Unto the gaol’s custodian handed ? 
Ah, no, thank Heaven, ‘twas different far! 


The pitying Bench would not, hard-hearted, 
A crime in Hunger recognise : 
A generous fund for him they started, 
And filled with tears his bloodshot eyes. 
So, while so oft, for merely living, 
Voor dying men are fettered down, 
We fain would hail, with fond thanksgiving, 
Those Christian * beaks” of Buxton town ! 


FORETHOUGHT. 


THE meanest man we ever knew struck a hard bargain with an 
undertaker twenty years before he shuttled off, in order that his 
spirit shouldn't be worried with the retlections that anybody had 


made much out of him. 
SS 


HARD ON “ALLY.” 


SLOPER has been struck with a hideous fit of sobriety. He says 
“I'm getting on in years, and mean to take the world a great deal 
more seriously than I used to do. I sha‘n't mix my drinks, and 
mean to be more particular in my friendship.” And then Mac 
waded in with, “That means, you only mean to sponge on one par- 
ticular bloke, and make him stand the one particular Roberto to 
the one particular copper ; you mean to run in a groove, ALLY, and 
get your friends to stick phosphorous on one particular lamp-post, 
so that you'll only get whacking your cranium on one _particular 
xide.” “I'm not particular,” said ALLY, “but that there Mac's 
enough to turna two-shilling Sweeting’s lobster into an African 
scorpion with a head on him.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Tue Beaune of Contention: The wine the diner refuses to pay 
more than half a crown for when charged tive and six. 

WHAT month of the year is most frequently named in military 
orders ?—March, of course, 


SMYTHE. 


(A Story oF MEDLEVAL Times.) 
ess 


is . CHAPTER XVI. 

“HATH this youngster here much skill in medicine, sirrah?" 
said the Lady Elfrida, turning to Smith, who approached at this 
moment, 

“Ay, marry. 
that hath he,” 
said De 
Smythe, in a 
disguised 
voice, which, 
nevertheless, 
trembled a lit- 
tle at being ad- 
dressed by one 
who once held 
the warmest 
Pisce in his 

eart. 

“ But neither 
of you have 
aught to lose, 
should you 
make mis- 
chief.” 

“We have 
our lives to 
lose, and 
though they be 
aged ives they 

marvellous- 
ly useful lives 
to ourselves, 
If I make 
mischief I give 
you leave to 
swing me at 
yonder beam above the castle doorway, where I doubt me many 
another has swung.” 

“ And perhaps as honest,” said the Lady Elfrida, sharply. 

“It is not-for me to contradict your ladyship; the better for 
them if honest they were. But fear not, I love my life too well to 
risk doing aught that might harm it. If fam satistied Tei do no 
good I'll attempt nothing, and so keep myself safe. 
comrade?” 

“I say with you,” responded Jones. 

“But how am to introduce you to him?” said the Indy, 
doubtfully. Am Ito march you into his room among the other 
doctors assembled there, and say——”" 

“*Here's another cook to spoil the broth’? By no means, my 
lady. That would only cause a discussion which I do not covet. 
Is the patient so weak that he leaves not his bed?” 

“Nay, he is not so werk as that, though wenk he be. His trouble 
is more that of brooding. He 
is listless, but he walks in this 
; garden daily.” 

-, “About what time?” 

if “About high noon on the 

sundial.” 

“Could we not see him then? 
It would be better that he should 
not know of our coming, but 
let it be thought as if we came 
by chance.” 

“IT must be present,” said the 
Lady Elfrida, 

“Certainly, your. ladyship,” 
said Jones, promis.) but he 
muttered to himself, * You may 
hear that you will not like.” 

“Then be here at twelve; 
and as I pass I will give the 
warder onen that ye lack not 
food. But, on peril of your life, 
think not to escape, should you 
play me false. Think well of 

~.. it, you pert youth, and you, his 
somewhat moody and silent 
companion, Better that ye leave 
at once, while your necks are 
stiff enough to keep your heads 
erect, if you mean treachery.” 

“Content you, my lady; my 
head, if somewhat pert, is not 
without some prudence, and js * 
too much attached to its com- 
panion, my neck, to lead it 
through a noose. Farewell, my 

lady, till noon, and if 1 see I cannot cure, [ will be wise enough 
to leave the patient alone.” 


“Hath this youngster skill in medicine, sirrah ?” 


What say you, 


Geoffrey «dle Smythe. 


e * * * * * 

The sun was at its height as Geoffrey De Smythe strolled list- 
lessly forth towards the garden where he took his daily exercise. 
In truth, he looked in sorry case. His cheeks were pale and 
sunken: and when Jones saw his pitiable appearance, half the 
vengeful feeling he cherished in his heart evaporated, He 
approached the patient, and, in a disguised voice, he asked to be 

srmitted to inquire into the symptoms of the illness with which 
he was aftlicted. aes 

“Who is this?” inquired Geoffrey, of the Lady Elfrida, who 
accompanied him. F 

“A traveller who has heard of your ailment, and, having some 
skill in sickness, would fain try his hand at cure,” she replied. 

“T want not his help,” said Geoffrey, coldly ; ° Lam past cure. 

“Nay, there 
may be skill 
in this youth,” 
pressed the 

lady Elfrida, 
“and he may 
succeed, where 
the other 
doctors have 
failed.” 

“A truce, 
your ladyship, 
a truce,” said 
Geoffrey De 
Smythe, pee- 
vishly; “the 
other doctors 
failed because 
they would 
persist in ap- 
plying nos- 
trums to the 
body, when it 
is the mind 
that is in want 
of relief.” 

“If there be 
aught on thy 
mind,” said ; 
the youth—* if thou aught of harm hath donc to others, it may ho 
alleviated, perchance, by repentance.” ; - ; 

“Repentance! Harm done to others! This to me!” said 
Geoffrey, furiously, “I have done no harm to anyone, and need 
me not to repent!” 

(To be continued next week.) 


“Repentance !" sail Geoffrey, furiously. 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 318.—MRk, CHARLES MORRITT, F.O.S, 


“Was born in America. Is therefore fly. Guesses anil caleu- 
lates by the hours, Deceives his fellow creatures daily. Is a 
tricky man at all times. Will swear black is white. And prove 
it. supposed to have dealings with Old Nick. At anyrate, 
associates with spirits. Scotch preferred. Was clever when but 
a child. Changed his cradle into a piece of charcoal. Chiefly 
with the aid of a box of matches. ged a sovereign into a 
shil , For which trick his father. Changed a laugh intoa 

several occasions, But 


Is. And always will be bis battle cry. Wanted to be a mis- 
sionary. But on account of his toughness. And out of respect. 
For the savages. Family advised him. To try something else. 
Took to legerdemain. in took to him. Have been 
inseperable friends ever since. Chiefly because he is a clever 
conjuror Morritt was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him February 13th, 1894." —Debrett dmproved, 


Jinks. I gotsh thish portraish took ‘is mornin’. 
Winks. How did you manage to look so thundering sober ? 
Jinks. Hal photographersh round wi’ apprash ? 


breakfus'—see ? 


THE DAWN OF HUMOUR IN PHYWEEWEE. 
A copy of-e-well-known English classic floats in on the tide. 


us ‘fore 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


PROOF POSITIVE. 


Mrs, Smythe. And you are sure thicre’s nothing improper in the play ? 
Young Dash, Quite! Why, sce for yourself ; the house is only half full. 


(Le WIND.” 


“AN 


ZA 

(1) Young Featherby, feeling seedy, got leave to run down to the country last 
week “for a breath of fresh air,” and, as the late gales were on at the time he got it, 
“Oh, blow this!” he remarked. “There goes my new four and stxpenuy tile !"—— 
(2) And, rashly turning to see what had become of his cherishei headpiece, Featherby 
inadvertently presented the underside of his umbrella to the blast, which instantly 
swept him from his legs and bore him upwards into space.—(3) But the luckless 
youth was not destined this time to gain the upper regions of our atmosphere. The 


UP IN A BALLOON. 


A height to which they did not a-spire. 
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(Saturday, February 24, 1894. 


<i 7 “2 
Customer, Hold hard !—that last was a bad ‘un! 
Oustermonger. Bad, guv'nor ? not a bit of it ; some of 
my customers will ‘ave ‘em a bit gamey ; p'r’aps you've 
got some 


il 


HUMBLED PRIDE. 
The King of Beasts. Two performances daily. 


a 


4) 
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faithless “gamp” collapsed just at the precise moment requisite to land him grace- 
ey in the Sunday trousers of the spouse of Mrs. Sudds, who was taking advantage 
of the breezy weather to have a “little wash.”——(3) “ Drat the great orkard booby ! 
I'll learn ‘im to come a play-actin’ ‘ere !—jumpin’ inter a better man’s breeches, an’ 
all! But I'll soon flog ‘im out on’em! Take that!" and the justly-incensed matron 
applied herself to the task with Aj ir and a sturdy drying-prop. 


mazonian vigou 
Featherby is now finishing his holiday in the local hospital. 
AND THIS MAN STILL LIVES. 


He. I'm to be one of the stewards at the Fancy Drvss 
Ball next Tuesday 

The Girls. Ohi! plea(se invite us). 

He. Hang it !—it is not a St. Vitus's Dance. 
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